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excitement of departure took up the spring. Wilkins finally sailed
from New London, and I was left in New York to fret at the
summer heat and dream of green glaciers, rushing streams, and
canoes, when out of a clear sky came an invitation to me to join
the Graf Zeppelin as Arctic navigation expert on a projected flight
into the Far North. The giant airship was inaugurating a new kind
of summer cruise—into the Arctic itself, where the staunchest of
cruise steamers would not dare to venture.
I snapped at the opportunity, going, too, as explorer for the
American Geographical Society; and just three weeks later—the
morning of July 24—I was aboard the Graf as she rose from her
hangar at Friedrichshafen. It was a fascinating trip.
From Friedrichshafen we flew to Leningrad via Berlin, Sweden,
and Finland, stopping in the former Russian capital long enough to
see a little of its night life under Soviet rule. The Graf Zeppelin was
the first dirigible ever to fly into Russia. Herds of cattle stampeded
under us, I saw three runaway hay-wagons dashing over the steppe,
and the human inhabitants of one isolated hamlet fled for refuge
into their houses.
Leaving Leningrad at 8 aju., July 26, we flew north-eastward,
passing above Archangel at i p.m. That town of 10,000 inhabitants
was one vast lumber-yard—the biggest in the world. The roofs of
the dwellings disappeared between the stacks of logs and newly cut
timbers. Here we altered the course to almost due north, flying over
the White and Barents seas toward Franz Josef Land. About dinner-
time we crossed the Arctic Circle, the thermometer steadily drop-
ping. That night we had a low midnight sun. All fifteen passengers
aboard were scientists, prepared for a little discomfort. When we
went to bed we crawled into sleeping-bags; and they were needed,
too, for the outside temperature was in the low forties Fahrenheit.
All next morning we flew along the Nova Zembla coast, though
out of sight of that land. At 2.45 p.m., July 27, we began flying over
ice—flat, loose, broken fields of it, not conglomerated tumultuously
like the fringe of the true polar pack—and the temperature dropped
almost to the freezing-point. An hour later we sighted Franz Josef
Land, which is really an archipelago of about one hundred and
fifty islands, most of them covered with ice the year round. About
five o'clock we came down and poised low over open water at

